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darkness of clouded fire, when the flame is
imprisoned by black shadow. Her skin had
warmth in its ivory softness. She was very tall,
a height that was emphasised by her high close
dress with its waist just below the breasts,
but her body was moulded by her maturity to a
perfect fitness. She stood, her head up, her
lovely neck and arms bare, save for a thin Cash-
mere purple shawl, as though she were receiving
a deputation of loyal subjects. Only her eyes
were a little sleepy, heavily lidded.

Judith had never in her life before felt so
small, so insignificant. It was as though she
were a servant coming for a place. She was
weary, too, crowded about with old memories,
homesick for she knew not what. But it was
not her way to be beaten. Only, as on so many
other occasions, she wished passionately that she
were taller.

The thought in Jennifer's mind as she bent
down to kiss her was: c Well, I need not be
afraid of this little thing/

Jennifer moved into the little parlour that
was thick, for Judith, with pressing memories.
She recognised at once gratefully that it was not
changed. That was Francis' doing. But also,
with a flash of intuition, she realised that Jennifer
must be lazy. She would have altered things
if she had had a mind for that Here was the
old spinet with the roses on its lid, the music-
box with the King in his amber coat and the
Queen in her green dress; there was the carpet
with the pictures of the Battle, the leaping horses